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repeated that impulsive gesture she had made in front of the
closed door and caught at the edge of his coat.
"I only told/' she murmured softly, "how I held that old
woman back while you went to the caravan. I couldn't tell her
any more, could I ? But I'll make her tell me everything when
she comes back to-night 1"
If Dud had been less obsessed by Wizzie's desperate face he
would have been dismayed at this publishing of his infatua-
tion. But as it was he felt as if this subtle ally of his, knowing
his timidity, had deliberately involved Thuella in his daring
quest. He felt like a "haggard knight-at-arms" who on the
verge of his great adventure was being led to the threshold of
his desire by tender confederate hands.
Teucer Wye left his place by the fire, at this critical moment,
and came up to them. His clear blue eyes were radiant with
relief. It was evident that he anticipated with immense satis-
faction a long uninterrupted Platonic evening.
"By Jove!" he cried, "Are you really going to be so kind to us,
Mr.	" He paused and glanced at Mrs. Quirm.
"Mr. No-man," murmured that lady.
"Mr. No-man,55 he echoed, thrusting both hands hurriedly
into his side pockets. "For I assure you, Mr. No-man, it's more
than—more than—I mean it's a great kindness to my daughter
—and—and to me too" he added, allowing his patient mouth
to relapse into that Vhomme qui rit grin, which was so discon-
certing. "She's been working so hard lately," he recommenced,
noticing the agitated frown of indecision that convulsed our
friend's countenance, "and I'm—well, to tell you the truth, it's
an effort for me to go out in the evening."
Never in his life had so many conflicting thoughts, so many
turbulent impressions, whirled through poor Dud's brain. At
his feet, on that smooth polished floor, he detected a little drop
of blood-coloured paint. Upon this object the whole machinery
of his soul seemed compelled to concentrate. For the flicker of
a second he recalled Mrs. Quirm's words in the cemetery. "If
you come to 'Them,' you set Them' free; and They' must be
set free."
^"It's all right," he blurted out lifting his head and relaxing
his frown. "Don't mention it, sir! It's nothing. It's a pleasure
to me. Shall we"—and he looked straight at Thuella; not into
her eyes however, which were fixed upon him then with a slow

